26            NADIE, THE PERSIAN
I was lying at length 'neath a shady trefc,
When a horseman rode at speed, With flying rein and stabbing spur,
And weary, foam-flecked steed. I knew him as a trusty slave,
And, " Fly, my lord! " he cried. "The messengers of death are fleet,
And close behind me ride. The King himself led the fierce attack
Upon our heavy gate. He hounded his men to ravage and spoil,
With an ever quenchless hate. They burnt thy house and left behind
A desolation great."
" And what of the girl, the Circassian maid ?"
I asked, and my heart beat fast. " She went with the King in a litter gay, And she laughed and sang as they bore her away.
Faith, little was she downcast." "Tis a liel" I roared.   "Nay, I speak the truth. The jade has an eye for a handsome youth,
And the King-----But mount, my lord, and ride."
And he pointed across the level wide
To a column of dust which rose with the gale.
" See, the hounds of death run keen on the trail"
I leaped to my saddle as swift as light, And urged the steed to reckless flight. The Arabian I knew was desert born, And the idle pursuit I could laugh to scorn.